366                 MY CHILDHOOD

As school had broken up I began to live in the
streets once more, and I found it better than ever.

It was in the middle of spring, and money was
earned easily; on Sundays the whole company of us
went out into the fields, or into the woods, where the
foliage was fresh and young, early in the morning,
and did not return till late in the evening, pleasantly
tired, and drawn together closer than ever.

But this form of existence did not last long. My
stepfather, dismissed for getting into debt, had dis-
appeared again, and mother came back to grand-
father, with my little brother Nikolai, and I had to
be nurse, for grandmother had gone to live at the
house of a rich merchant in the town, where she worked
at stitching shrouds.

Mother was so weak and anemic that she could
hardly walk, and she had a terrible expression in her
eyes as she looked about her. My brother was scrofu-
lous, and covered with painful ulcers, and so weak
that he could not even cry aloud and only whimpered
when he was hungry. Wheti he had been fed he slum-
bered, breathing with a strange sound like the soft
mewing of a kitten.

Observing him attentively, grandfather said:
"He ought to have plenty of good food; but I have
not got enough to feed you all."t them away, with-
